VENTURES  AND  ADVENTURES
he might as well trust me with ten dollars. My logic seemed to carry conviction. lie turned over the bill to me (but not the keys and the rest of the find) and set off on a dash for the sisterly home. I waited half an hour, but he never came. The next day being Sunday, I mysteriously informed my cousin that I was going to Coney Island. She looked astonished and I grinned. "I thought you complained about business being poor," she asked. Then I waved the bill in her face and told her the whole story. "Yon had better wait," she advised; "it may be one of those American fakes." About ten o'clock "brother-in-law" Coii/a arrived on his weekly visit, and she asked him into the children's room for an important conference. My heart sank as I heard his deep laugh through the keyhole. It was a Confederate bill.
After two weeks of chocolates I turned to toys. Success begets greed, and even a dollar a day will lose some of its first glamour by monotonous repetition. Besides, the holiday rush was fast drawing to a close. If I was to save up anything toward a better day, I-must deal in some article tliat would not tempt my palate. And, as the man who sold me the now merchandise pointed out, toys had various other advantages over candies. They went at a superior price; the profit was greater; and, whereas chocolates spoiled when kept overnight, toys could be returned if not disposed of. Nevertheless, when the season was over and I was left with some
eight dollarB" worth of gheet-metal acrobats, I discovered
100ith nine dollars and a quarter
